The Gift by Cusac, Anne-Marie
Masthead Logo The Iowa Review
Volume 33
Issue 3 Winter 2003-2004 Article 45
2003
The Gift
Anne-Marie Cusac
Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.
Recommended Citation
Cusac, Anne-Marie. "The Gift." The Iowa Review 33.3 (2003): 166-166. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.5769
The Gift 
When he unlocks the door and pushes it open 
and sees Mathilde on the floor and the lamp lit, 
he knows he should do something about that waste 
in broad daylight, pissing away his money. 
But Mathilde lies exactly in his way. 
She blinks her eyes, she watches, she 
could be anybody's wife, though she is his 
forever latched in matrimony, there. 
She shoves the heel of her hand into the carpet. 
He sees the effort in her elbow, the 
exertion in her eyes. She grimaces 
and finally fails to move her stubborn body. 
He has to reach the lamp, he has to stop 
its brightness and the trifling with so much money. 
He walks around her, far enough away 
so she can't stretch that hand out to his ankle 
and stop his fingers from turning off the lamp. 
It clicks, the room goes dim. He touches the list 
of errands in his shirt pocket. He has so much 
to do this afternoon. He should get going. 
So, with regret, he walks around Mathilde, 
whose body he barely sees, and locks the door 
and strolls under the orange and yellow trees 
to the lover his wife agreed to let him have 
then tried to take away by lying there 
with the lamp on. Vaguely, through the day, 
when he is standing near his lover's body 
and smells the soap on her nape, he remembers this. 
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